Greetings to you, 
Oh reader, dear! 

We bring to you, 
Poems of a year. 


From spring to summer, 
Through autumn, winter 
Arts of wonder, 

And words that linger. 


Please do enjoy, 
This little gift 
As we enjoy 
Well, giving it. 


Yours Truly, 
The Quirky Poetry 
Mod Team 
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The air is lively 
Petals soft, chipper birds sing 
Flowers bloom in SPRING 
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My Friend 


by Dida 


Maybe one day I can be good enough. 

Maybe one day I can be the hero I want to be. 
Maybe one day I can make the people I love proud. 
Maybe one day Ill wield the Ingenium name correctly. 
Maybe one day I’ll bring honour to myself. 
Maybe one day I’ll be enough. 


Right now, I stand, unable to move forward. 
There’s always 
Something. 
Always an obstacle I can’t clear. 
Not like you, my friend. 
Your heart is clear, and you reach out with a smile. 
I want to earn smiles like those. 


My goals, my heart, my honour, my pride. 
Your goals, your heart, your honour, your pride. 
The air, the wind, the plants, the sky, the birds; 

They breathe new life into the earth. 
You breathe new life into the earth. 
I can do that too. 


Not everything. 
Not everyone. 
Not all at once. 
Right here, right now, I can try. 
I can stand tall enough. Be brave enough. Try hard enough. 
I can grow stronger, be better, be purer. 


Maybe I won’t be the bravest. 
Maybe I won’t be the strongest. 
Maybe I won‘t be the purest. 


But, 
I want to be there. 
I want to help. 
I want to make a difference. 
Help someone, like you helped me 
Someday 


Hopefully, 
I will be enough, 
My dearest friend. 
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Her 


by Dida 


Sometimes, I wonder how we all manage to work together. 
The air, the ground, the life around us all. 


I see the spirits of my classmates, of those around me. 
They all strive for something, bright and shining 
as they train and play. 


They take the world for granted. 
The energy that sustains them. The life gifted to us by nature. 


I am amazed at how forgiving She is. 
For we take and take, and yet, She gives and gives. 


I would demand more. 


The mother, She works so hard. 
All around us, the world grows. 
The flowers, the trees, the grass, the leaves, the earth. 
Around us all. 
Waking from its slumber of many months. 
Springing from nothing, rebuilding itself around us. 
How do we have the gall to stand here, taking, plundering, stealing 
Her work? 
Breaking the earth, robbing Her. 
We stand triumphant over her dying body, reaching our hands towards 
the sky in victory, claiming it’s modernity. 
We are children, training to save the world from evil. 
Training to fight. 
Training to be the protectors of those who are unable 
to protect themselves. 
Who is there to protect Her? 
Not us. For we are not trained in that. Not ready for that. 


We should give back. 


I can help my classmates. 
They can learn more. Be better. They are already so strong. 
I can help myself. 
I claim to be pure. 
I sit, and I preach, 
Who am I to sit on a high horse. 
Who am I to pretend to be better. 
Who am I to sit and judge and preen. 
I am part of the life. 
Part of the earth. 
Part of Her. 
I can do better. 
Plant the seeds of those to grow. 
Standing tall. 
Breathing Deep. 
Living right. 
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Mine 
by Dida 


I am not meant to be here. 
A slip in the system, a lucky day, the stars aligned. 
Yet, I am here. 


Weeks pass by, 
I train, I work, I do my best to be the best. To be better. 
Yet, I still am not good enough. 


Others are always better. 
I fight, I strategize, I do all the right things. 


Yet, I still cannot win. 


The wind brings changes, transformations. 
The classroom breathes, expanding and swirling into something new. 
Yet, I am stale. 


My peers are stronger than me. 
My peers bring more to the world than me. 
Yet, I claim to be the same as them. 


Even now, Yaoyorozu studies. 
Top of the class, she opens a window to let in some air. 
Yet, I cannot match her dedication to improving. 


The smells of pine, new life-spring—comes in. 
The earth is changing, growing, becoming something new. 
Yet, [am whinging. 


I can stand, I can fight. 
I can still work to be better, become a better hero. 


Yet, I still will not be the best. 


They may always be stronger than me. 
They may always be smarter than me. 
Yet, that does not matter. 


Heroes are strong, they make sure that people get home safe. 
I cannot do that. 
Yet, I am going to be one. 


I am not the strongest. 
I am not the smartest. 


Yet, I am me. 


Maybe me is enough. 


Blossom 
by Kori 
Born into the wrong world 


The seed was cracked 
Before it was planted 


He was a defect 
Before he even realized. 


As others around grew 


Sprouting their first nubs 
The seed fought 
Just to get 
Scraps of nutrients 


Showing the first signs of a 
quirk 
He fought 
Just to get 
Scraps of acknowledgement 


Going upwards wasn't an option 


So the seed dug its roots 
Far into the ground 


He dug into research 
Any information he found 


Fust waiting for 
The right moment 
To grow into 
The monument 
That loomed over 
Everyone. 


The storm swept by 
Threatening to 
Snatch the seed 


The slime villain 
Oozing all over 
Snatching his breath 


It would have been 


So easy 
To give up 
To give in 
But it foolishly 
Clung on 


Reaching out 
Until the water 
Drove it to the roots 
Of the tallest tree 
In the forest 
Bringing it to safety 
With all the rest. 


He foolishly 

Pushed on 

Making that rash decision 
‘Twice over 

Almost spelling disaster 
But he was here 
All Might came back 
He could be a hero 
That was all that mattered. 


When the storm cleared, 
Acceptance Was near. 


Open to a new world 
It never saw before 
On the forest floor 

The seed 
Got the new nutrients 


To fill its painful crack 


Finally 
Glimpses of reality 
Within his fantasy 
With every trash pile 
Every run 
Every smile 
He was closer to being done. 


When that spring came, 


The other trees put on 
Their new cloak of leaves 
And for once, 


So did the seed. 


He joined his fellow 
Aspiring heroes 
And punched his way 
Into UA. 


The seed bent and twisted 
To grow every groove 
How its mentor did 


He followed his idol 
Move for move 
In training, in combat 


But the nutrients 
Could not come 
In the right amount 
The branches grew in bursts 
But just as quickly as 
They snapped. 


His power 
Was never 
Under his control 
His arms were 
Barely whole 
Before 
They shattered. 


Snap. 
Shatter. 
Pain. Failure. 


The flowers never 
Got to bloom 
Even when the mentor’s 


Fell 


How long he could 
Go on like this 
He really could not 
Tell 


The force of icy winter 


Seeped into its roots 
But it doubled down 
Into the ground 


Seeped into his fingers 
But he dug deep 
Into his opponent’s fire side 
And drew forth the heat 
To keep going. 


When the mentor collapsed 
The gaping crack 


Grew wider 


The fist he held 


Grew tired 


But the storm that brought chaos 
Also brought change. 


The first Hower bud 
A new special move 
The first branch covered 
A hero license 


The first petals 
Opening 


The first person saved 
Through winning 


The first time 
Its beauty 
His ideals 


Blossomed. 


New Years of Old and New 


by Kori 


Beneath the heat of fireworks, she was cloaked in thick fabric 
No skin exposed, no room for her creation 
On this day of ultimate tradition 
As she poured tea she did not like 
To people she did not know 
As she accepted lucky money she could not keep 
(Nor would ever really need) 
As she celebrated the new year 
Chanting all of the old cheers. 
In the dim light of the common room 
The class gathered, each with their own celebration 
No form, no structure to the madness 
As they tore into store-bought mochi 
Exchanged embarrassing resolutions 
And gifted each other... eccentricities 
As they all looked out the window 
Not focused on yesterday 
But tomorrow 


When they will together be heroes. 


Rain of Spring 


by Kori 


Hawks | hoks | 
1. a hero with no beginning 
2. a cloudy shell with no meaning 


I am the rain of spring 
Drops of feathers, gathered from nothing 
But the dew of morning 
Molded into a cloud 
Only to be splattered down 
Onto the ground. I am the rain of spring 
Able to become anything 
From a light drizzle drifting 
In the background, making no sound 
To rolls of thunder rumbling 
As into the darkness I’m heading. 
I am the rain of spring 
My only wish in living 
Is that the drops of my feathers that fall 
Can help the next generation grow tall. 


spring, you're the sun, you're the only one 
y Kiara 


It started, with a single petal. 


Hidden in the depths of his chest, stemming from his heart, 
A new feeling that clutched his chest, struggling to survive. 
‘Tearing him apart, 

Eating him alive. 


The feeling quickly grew, like a flower to bloom, 
Hiding in his head, to leave no time soon. 

It was only a matter of time before he realised, 
Soon enough, the flower started eating at his mind. 


Fear, anger, disgust, love-- emotions he’s tried to hide, 
Everyday a hopeless struggle against his pride. 

Endless explosions, resentment, denial, sleeping sleepless nights 
Losing a battle he thought he’d never have to fight. 

In his chest, the flower just grew, and in his heart he just saw red, 
Need for love, for touch, for Az, left Bakugou for dead, and the 
flower— 

Grew, and grew, and grew. 


I cant breathe. 


He did everything he could to avoid the truth, no matter how much it 
hurt, 

After everything red did for him, all he did was make it worse. 

Though inside and despite everything else, Bakugou knew it was better 
off this way, 

Ever since the beginning, 4e deserved someone who'd stay. 


His feelings grew, his lungs tightened, until a petal left his tongue, 
Over the sink, back hunched, coughing out his lungs. 
Whoever said fate was kind had it all wrong. 


You, I cant stand you. I hate everything about you. 
Only I wish that were true, because I can't live without you. 
Onrequited love, I can't help but doubt you. 


Maybe, if they’d never met, this never would’ve occurred. 
A hand reaching out, and screaming without a word. 
Kind smiles, a friend, a hero, so pure and nice, 

Every one-sided love between friends comes with a price. 


Maybe, if they’d never met, if he’d never found the one who stayed by 
his side-- 


Even if he was the only one who could make him throw away his pride. 


Fear, anger, hurt, it Aurts, but just doesn’t seem to leave, 
Everyday the world turns grey, a new trick up cruel fate’s sleeve, 
Eating him inside, turning him into a meaningless fool, 

Love, to love, for love itself seems unimaginably cruel. 


I wish I'd never met you, [ wish I could forget you. 


Have I done something wrong? Red asks, but how could he reply? 

After all, no, it’s nothing, my feelings for you just might make me die. 
The universe is against him, fate’s out for blood, and how does it end? 
Ends with Bakugou Katsuki leaving the only person he’d call a friend. 


Have I done something wrong? He asks, (if only he knew), 
Okay, it’s okay, there’s nothing he could do. 
What would you do, if you knew I loved your 


Memories turn painful when he thinks back to what made him smile, 
Unforgettable moments that stuck with him a while, 

Cheesy games, fun and games, it’s all just a game, 

He’ll never, ever feel the same. 


It’s in his heart, in his chest, 
The roses wouldn’t let him rest, nevermind rest in peace. 


How many days had it been, now? How many days will it be? 
Until fate’s hands finally take him, roses finally break him, 
Rejected and neglected, with no one left to see. 

Tomorrow may never come, he’s as free as a caged dove, 
Struggling to be taken by the hands of unrequited love. 


Memories now so bitter, but then he felt something new, 
Eternity seems impossible, and he won’t know what to do. 


LT know it’s not your fault, but I can't even look at you. 


Love, as Bakugou comes to find, is never truly gone. 

Only when you hate and push away, and then you’re left alone. 

View the world from a broken lens, don’t even bother to make amends, 
Everyday is just one step closer to the inevitable end. 


You pick me up when I fall, you watch me grow tall, and I'm sorry I had 
to throw away it all. 

Over, it’s over, there’s nowhere left to go, there’s nothing left to do. 
Unforgettable, unforgivable, but still, [ love you. 


When spring arrives and roses thrive, Bakugou wishes his would die, 
How can he breathe, when every breath hurts inside? 
Your love was all he wanted, and now he needs it to survive. 


Dear rose in his heart, 

Only you know how he feels. 
Now, it suddenly becomes real, 
The tearing of his heart. 


Your smile waters his life, your light lets him grow, 
Over rivers and mountains to where we don’t know. 
Unbreakable, unloveable, but that’s just how it goes. 


Let flowers bloom in the warmth of spring, 

Oceans rise and birds all sing, 

View the sun’s light that reminds you of him, the sun, 
Endless springs with endless flowers, because he’s the only one. 


Make the most of yesterday, of moments he’ll never see, 
Every day, he asks himself, how could this be? 


LT love you, why don't you love me 


A Day In Spring 


by Ryn 


It wasn‘t the seven different alarms set on her phone and the two 
alarms on her clock and that woke Tsuyu up. Nor was it the ringing 
of her cell phone as both Ochako and her own younger brother, 
Samidare, called and spammed her messages at ungodly hours of the 
morning. Nope. Instead, it was the sun casting a golden ray of light 
onto her face through the slim crack in her curtains (seriously, what 
were the chances that it would land on her eyelids?) and the chirping 
of the early morning birds. Usually, Tsuyu would be annoyed at all 
of this. She was zof a morning person by all means. But, today was 
different. She felt more awake for some reason even though she didn‘t 
go to sleep until the wee hours of the morning. Plus, with the sun and 
not annoying bird chirps, it was like a sign from the gods above! 


Tsuyu rolled over on top of her bunched up blankets and rose up. 
The girl yawned with the grace ofa lily and rose out of bed, her hair 
in a complete mess of a bun atop her head. She stretched her muscles 
with a small wince, sore from all of her training in the previous days. 
Not even bothering with checking her phone, she threw on a pair of 


socks laying on her bedside table and headed down the hall towards the 
restroom. By the time she emerged, she was ready to face the day. With 
Samidare and Satsuki at their grandparent‘s house, ‘Tsu had the whole 
place to herself. And of course, her parents were at a work convention 
in the next town over. It really was refreshing being alone for once. 
After all that had gone down in the past few months with the countless 
attacks, Tsuyu could really use some time to herself. 


»:lt‘s only me in the house today, fero. I wonder what I can do?“ 
She spoke to herself in wonder, marvelling at the rare occurrence. 


She looked around the house, trying to think of a way to occupy 
herself when she thought of her daily calendar on her phone. She left 
the restroom and head towards her own room with small, still tired 
steps. Once there, she noticed all of the notifications gracing the 
screen. The uppermost was a simple reminder from her calendar app. 
The pink message read: Spring Cleaning. Tsuyu's eyes widened. Well, at 
least I have something to do today, she thought. 


She scrolled downwards finding even more notifications from her 
clock app and of course the missed calls from her friend and siblings. 


She spotted a blue notification from her messages app from Ochako 
that spread a smile across Tsuyu'‘s face. 


One from Ochako read, ,, Happy Spring Cleaning, Tsu! ("w")“ 


With that, she typed up a quick response of, ,, You too, Ochako! I 
can t wait to see you after Spring Break“ and set her phone down onto 
her desk. Tsuyu wondered how Ochako could be so adorable even over 
text. The frog girl Aad to ask her where she got those emoticons! 


She hummed, having a now full idea of what she was going to do 
for the day. Tsuyu set off, going about the house picking up the loose 
clothes and toys that her siblings had dropped. Putting those away, she 
began with the entryway. Tsuyu rolled up the mats, setting them aside 
to be dealt with later. She grabbed a brush and a bucket of soapy water, 
and immediately started scrubbing away at the dust and dried mud that 
caked the corners where the wall met the floor thanks to her siblings‘ 
boots and footwear. 


When she was satisfied with her work, she took hold of a towel and 
patted down the wet areas. Before long, she was humming along to a 
tune playing repeatedly in her mind, although for the life of her, she 


couldn‘t remember the name nor lyrics. All finished, Tsuyu made her 
way towards the back of the house to wash away at the floorboards. 


To her, it was easier to work from the outside in, so shed start with 
the outermost areas and gradually move in to start cleaning the actual 
house. She grabbed the brush and started to scrub forcefully, but not 
enough to scratch, at the smooth wooden floor on the back porch. She 
thought back to the dormitories and how they each had a cleaning 
schedule. She and Aoyama were on duty that week for the first floor. 

It ended up serving as a great bonding time for the two of them. (Now 
they have bi-weekly sleepovers in each other‘s rooms with the rest of 
the girls.) Tsuyu smiled at the fond memories of Aoyama tripping with 
his bucket of dirty soapy water and then proceeding to complain about 
his hair. (The water didn‘t even touch it.) And about his clothes, which 
were soiled from the dirt. (There was hardly a speck.) Tsuyu laughed 
then, knowing that they“d have to clean up the mess, but not caring 
seen as they were having so much fun. 


She finished scrubbing the outside decks and finally decided to 
start on the inside of the house. She started in the living room, dusting 
the shelves and vacuuming the hardwood floors. She finished fairly 


quickly and moved onto her own room. Tsuyu surveyed the area, 
trying to decide what to fix up first, when her phone gave a small ring. 


She stumbled over a mysterious soccer ball underneath a violet 
sweater that seemingly appeared out of nowhere before finally reaching 


her phone. 


»»Hello?“ She asked, already knowing who it was, thanks to the 
caller ID. 


» Lsu/“yelled out the happy voice of her younger sister through 
the receiver. ,, HZow are yaf Granma and Grampa were saying you 
should ‘ve come over too!“ 


» Chill out Satsuki, but yeah Tsuyu. They were saying you should ‘ve 
stayed over as well, but they understood that a teenager would want some 
alone time, “chimed in Samidare. 


A grunt was heard on the line as our protagonist bent down to start 
cleaning and rearranging her dusty bookshelves, banging her knee on a 
green covered book. It really had no right to hurt that much. 


Are you okay“ Asked the curious voice of Samidare. 


Leah, I‘m fine!“ called out Tsuyu towards the phone. ,,I just hit 
my knee. How are you guys doing?“ 


They chatted for a while as Tsuyu went about her room picking up 
clothes and straightening out bookshelves. When Samidare and Satsuki 
hung up, she sang a goodbye and good luck at their grandparent‘s 
house. Tsuyu huffed as she picked up a basket filled to the brim with 
dirty clothes from around the house, heading towards the laundry 
room to wash a load. Soon, she finished with that, and sucked in a 
breath of air. It seemed cleaner, although that may have been because 
she‘d just went around cleaning... But! It was a day well spent. In all 
honesty, she couldn‘t wait to get back to the dorms and see her friends. 
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Let Your Kids Be Kids 


by axolotl-dressed-like-a-punk 


Like air, like laughter - “They’re as fuzzy as Deku’s hair, aren’t they?” 
And a sun beats down in waves like a slow, pulsing baseline 

On a world that swirls with more orange and red and green 

Than straight, cold lines and white walls and tile floors 

And an untouched whiteboard manned by their sleeping-bag teacher. 


A peach floated in mid-air and bounced between invisible hands, 

One bite, two, three, and slowly gone gone gone in a savoring cat-blink 
of time. 

“Are we actually allowed to just do that?” A scoff, almost a judgement, 
But then they didn’t know they were invited to be kids, 

Too young to be half of what the world saw them as (an old farmer 
might say). 


Pink and green girls had more fun climbing up trees, 

Giggling like madness with dangling legs and bounding hearts 
Than plucking fruits of love-labor one by one by one. 

And fine, maybe one floated up to the top to join friends, 
Because to her it was more about being around them. 


A kid with arms for six cleared trees like a bouncing monkey 

While a blond boy chuckled and zip-zip-zapped them in his hands 
Until he stood there, drooling and blearly in the afternoon sun. 
And some red boy might gather the electrified peaches after, 
Cackling like a madman, “Come on! We can’t just leave these lying 
around!” 


A voice too bright asked, “Hey, can you bake this one, Todo-” 

And a boy with broken halves of a whole snatched it from the air, 
Flames licking warm and almost gentle before tossing it back and away. 
Scarred hands juggled the hot peach back and forth, 

The boy squeaked in semi-panic because he didn’t need to go to the 
nurse for this. 


Two students lingered in the deepest shade of the orchard, 
One curled into sleep with a dark friend glued to his very core. 
The other stared up at the clouds above with bleary eyes 

And tapping her fingers, forming her lips into words, 
Matching an unheard, but bright beat blaring in her own mind. 


A boy made of sparks and gylcerin hands huffed and puffed, 
Running orchard laps because he didn’t know how to rest. 

So much that a plain-faced boy with sticking elbows and sharp teeth 
called out, 

“T think you’re missing the point, man!” 
Nevermind the growling screech rising from beyond the trees. 


A maybe-maybe-not-French boy basked in the sun 

With lazy kicking legs and easy closed eyes. 

A boy with a blond tail as a third arm lingered nearby; 

He picked out stray clouds from the shining sky above them 
As he murmured softly about their forms as whales or frogs. 


A trail of bright birds chirped after a rock-shaped student 

While little mice crawled up and nestled in his shoulder amongst 
squeaks. 

A lightning-fast boy as solid as a home made slow hand-motions. 
His hands didn’t speak as fast as his mouth could ever in a panic, 
But he wanted to learn for his classmate simply because he should. 


A broad boy couldn’t decide between eating and stowing away 

Each fuzzed yellow-red sweet treasure he plucked from the orchard. 
A girl made of bounce and brains chattered away like a buzzing bee 
Because she wanted to help a little in a recipe and maybe learn, 
Because what were brains if she didn’t help out her friends with them. 


Branding Brighter 
by axolotl-dressed-like-a-punk 


Sometimes branding himself brighter came with sacrifices 
In exchange for a night out he had a retro movie marathon, 
And still got a little red dye under too-tight gloves. 

Later Mina might tease him for wanting to be pink like her, 
But really only his bathtub turned pink in the end. 


At least in summer the cold water relaxed him more 
Instead of sending the shiver of a curse up his spine, 

And still he would sweat red and pink for weeks after. 
Later Deku might make notes on it if he didn’t correct him, 
But sometimes those notes made him silent from flattery. 


Sometimes he would think that at least his sweat was just red 
In lieu of smelling like a mix of cotton candy and caramel, 
And still probably more if he cared for other sweets. 

Later Bakugou might growl and screech and scream over it, 
But the comparison wasn’t exactly wrong, was it? 


Bang 


by Quintessence 


Bang 
You’re sitting on the grass and the summer air is as thick and sweet as 
honey 
So rich you couldn’t gulp it all down even if you wanted to 
And fireworks burst in the sky so loud you can feel them thump in your 
chest 
As if they were trying to replace your own frenetic heartbeat 
Which would be a mercy, really 
Because you’re sitting in the grass beside the first boy you’ve ever loved 
And it feels unforgivably dangerous, sitting a foot apart 
(A foot if you squint) 
Like playing chicken with a speeding train 
You manage to leap out of the way this time--a near miss 
But perhaps next time you'll collide 
And you can’t decide if it’s joy or terror you feel as the headlights draw 
nearer 


Bang 
Every flash illuminates him for just a moment 
(And that’s really all you could withstand--a moment 
When you’re sitting so agonizingly close) 
Even in the muggy summer air, you can feel the heat from his hand 
beside yours 
You’d hardly have to move 
Hardly have to try 
To reach out and join them 


Bang 
But you wish you had a different set of hands to touch him with 
A set unblemished by violence 
Perhaps you could rub the gentleness back into them 
Like rubbing the feeling back into hands numb with cold 
You wish there was a single inch of your skin that hadn’t once known 
cruelty 


Bang 

He is close and he is beautiful and the air is hot and the sky is dark and 

this could be the moment 
This could be the moment you ruin it all 
The moment you reach out and cradle his face in your hand 
His skin would be soft and his eyes would be bright even in the 
darkness 
The burst of the fireworks would reflect in his pupils 
And that would be it, wouldn’t it? A whole sky trapped in his eyes 
This could be the first 

First love, first kiss, first time it’s really mattered that you’ve had hands 

You really could kiss him 


Bang 
But you don’t 


Bang 
You don’t 
You don’t for the same reason you didn’t like to play in the snow as a 
child 
Because the yard was white and cold and perfect and glistening in the 
sun 
Your sister would tell you to play, to run, would tell you to go have 
some fun, Shouto 
But you couldn’t bear to desecrate it with your footprints 
Something so perfect and pristine and innocent 
That’s what you do, isn’t it? 
Desecrate 
Ruin 
Destroy 
Isn’t that what you’ve always done? 


Bang 
So your heart beats hard in your chest and your hands grow damp 
And you sit as close as you’ve ever been 
And you don’t do a damn thing 


Bang 
Until he turns to you with this funny sort of half smile 
And his pupils are wide in the darkness 
He folds his legs under himself and you’re inches apart now 
And your stomach goes suddenly hollow in that way that can only 
mean one thing 
You’ve never felt this before and yet you know exactly what it is 
And he draws nearer 


Bang 


Nearer 


Bang 


Nearer 


Bang 


The summer sun sets outside the window, plump and enticing as a fresh 
egg yolk 
And the sky is painted in huge swaths of orange and pink 
So clearly the work of a young artist--that distinctive careless grace 
The brush strokes so vibrant and agile and fearless 
He isn’t young, not anymore 
He long ago lost the privilege of carelessness, and his joints are far too 
stiff now to even approximate grace 
And he’s content with it, truly 
The end, he means 
What more could any of us ask for, as the inevitable draws nearer 
Besides a soft bed, and a warm room, and a summer sunset drenching 


the whole thing in gold 


To live in a body is a lesson in loss 
He’s known this for a while now 
To live in a body is to watch his strength fail him, his vitality dwindle 
To live in a body is to learn to make peace with this fact 
With the eventual ending 


And it can be beautiful, really 
Like the setting summer sun outside his window 
Those last few golden rays are always the most striking, aren’t they? 
And that final crescendo of his favorite song 
Isn’t it always the loveliest part? 
This is enough, he thinks 
Warm and content and a bit tired now, if he’s being honest 
The people he loves most sitting with him 
Laughing about something foolish he’d done years ago 


Everything ends 
It’s only ever a matter of when and how 
And this, he believes, is the way to do it 
In a warm room, with a setting summer sun 
There’s no sorrow here 
Merely a pleasant sleepiness, and a quiet acceptance, and too much 
affection to fit around his bed 
He’s decided already, on the very last thing he’d like to say 
LT love you and 
Thank you 

And good bye 


for now, an ever after 
by Laenix 


This morning we wake to the cicada’s song, 
It brings life to the dormant air, 

And calls to our bones with vibrant trills, 
Each refrain a pull from beyond. 


“Come find us,” we hear from the bushes and trees, 
“If your nets and your courage are strong. 

Kiss your families goodbye and leave them behind, 
In search of adventures untold!” 


Let us chase the outline of our heroes‘ backs, 
Which carry the promise of glory. 

We'll brandish our sticks and carve our dreams 
Into this unpaved road. 


Years later, we'll learn of the seeds called friendship 
Sown into the forest ground. 

These heedless feet will indeed trample on 

Many a sapling and bud. 


The sun that burns too brightly is blinding 
To eyes that never look down. 

The hand that reaches too quickly will crush 
The branch it tried to grasp. 


But sure as the sky lays a lavender blanket 
Over her yawning earth, 

We’re reminded of the homes awaiting 
Their heroes’ return from afar. 


We'll dream of cicada shells cracked open 
With the memory of a golden day, 

And of buried seeds whose patient roots 
Have only more time to grow. 


Recovery Point 


by Laenix 


I showered under thick gray skies, 
I stood fast 

On a raging battlefield. 

I made a foothold for every fighter 
Who climbed 

The steep slopes of slumber. 


Now I live in the silence between howling winds 
Where time flows by, 

I’ve learned not to ask it to stay. 

These hands have held the final chill at bay 
Though some breaths 

Have slipped past my fingers. 


Here, I built walls to stand against 

An ever-rising flood, 

With a door to open to any guest in need. 
My sturdy beds carry the tremors 

Of little dreamers 

Who deserve to be young for a night. 


Here, there is ground to rest your feet, 
Lay down your arms, 

Shed the weights that bend your back. 
Dig your fingers into a bed of soil, 

A reminder 

Of roots that will never be pulled. 


Child, turn your face from the rain. 

How much more 

Can it claim of your heart? 

In the morning you’ll return to the storm 
That claims you. 

But now rest with the Oath of a Healer. 


the ups and downs of summer break 
by kryouma 


is it really that bad 

to want to not 

go home? i wonder, 

as i walk past the rows 

of half-empty dormitories 
(soon to be sans all but me), 
if by any minuscule chance 
i will have any company 
this summer break 


roaming the empty school 

i walk into the training room 
as he incessantly hurls blasts 
at everything in sight 


i walk out as quickly as i can 


it is not the last time i see 
him relentlessly exerting himself 
but it is the last time 


he does it alone 


the last time i saw that bastard 
he fucking ran away after 
casting barely a glance at me 


so why does he refuse to leave now? 
it doesn’t matter, i’m going to wipe 
the floor squeaky-fucking-clean 
with his smartass attitude 


the match lasts for 

hours, persistently pitting ice against 
explosion and reckless fire against incredible 
reflexes until we’re sent out by a 

teacher 


i’ve never seen him fight 
with so much vigour and yet 
so little care 


i toss a water bottle at him 
he gives me a quick nod 


“take better fucking care of yourself, icyhot.” 


he makes soba for me 

the cold kind, that is soul-warming 
and as oxymoronic as that is, 

that was just the first of many bowls 
he made that summer 


the next time we spar, he’s 
putting more effort into it 
you could clearly tell he’d 
been practising 


unlike last time, the room 
isn’t devoid of any sound but 
the crackling of sparks and ice 


he won’t stop yelling, his insults 
and surprisingly well thought-out 
threats filling the room so well that 
i can’t help but respond 


we end the spar with 
no clear victor 


he tosses me a water bottle 
i give him a quick nod 


“how long did you stay up thinking of today’s 


insults?” 


my throat’s fucking gone 
(it was all the screaming, 
but i’d never admit it) 

so i boil water in the kettle 


todoroki comes down, mostly 
expecting breakfast 
still pretty much asleep 


the kettle whistles 

he goes ramrod straight, 

eyes widening, body shivering 
for a second, there is 

no movement 

but then 


he bolts up the stairs 


he’s frozen all day, mute 


he refuses to talk to, to acknowledge 
me until it’s late at night and since 


everything spills out 
about my mom, the scar, 
her husband 


everything 


and I’m crying, wailing 
choking back feelings i 
didn’t even know existed 
in front of bakugou, 


of all people 


but he’s patient, kind almost 
he sits and listens and starts 
talking to take my mind off of 
all...this 


neither of us can sleep 


he speaks 


he says he’s had troubles 

with family, apart from others 
says it’s nowhere near mine 

but his mother was an asshole too 


i ask him if that’s where he got it from 
he snorts, but there’s no offence behind it 


and then he smiles 

and oh god it’s so fucking happy 

it’s annoying in ways that only he could create 
it’s just fucking perfect 


is this what friendship feels like? 


i don’t think we spend a moment apart 
after that, as funny as it may seem, 
his presence was almost comforting 


what was also funny was how 
the rest of the class reacted when 
he gave me a perfect bento box 


i think he nearly died laughing 


after looking at his face, i think i did as well 


if that icy-hot fucker laughs at me 
one more time 


i’m going to fucking kill that bastard 


i tell him this, 


and he says: 
“sure, but don’t forget to bring cold soba first.” 


and then i remember why summers 
are ever mildly cool and pleasant at all: 


because i’m always there to rile him up 
and he’s always there to cool me down 


spilt strawberry shakes and 


eventful summer breaks 
by kryouma 


you were loud and happy, probably 
why i’m like that too — i always did 
admire that about you 


mostly just how you were so 
undeniably you 
in front of a world that hated it 


you, and your thirst for strawberry milkshakes 
large, with a scoop of ice-cream daring to 
overflow — like your exuberant personality 
when you decided to wear excessive amounts 
of big, pastel, sparkly hair clips even though 


the teachers hated, despised it even 


and we’d stand in shops all day 
and stare at them 
hoping that one day i’d have the courage too 


you, and your love for sharp, pointy things like 
knives, playing with them and using them like 
accessories — innocent and beautiful, just toys 
to you, you just liked the chimes and clinks 
they made and the fancy handles even though 
the students hated, despised it even 


and you’d stand by my side and hold me 
teaching me how to fight 
and promising me that i'd never have to 


you, and your fascination with glitter gel pens, 
hoarding drawers full of them, collecting every 
one — and everywhere you’d doodle 

was bright and sparkly and full of joy with 
shimmering pinks and golds even though 
people hated, despised it even 


and our hands would be covered in scribbles 
matching hearts and crowns 
a promise to get matching tattoos, too 


you, and your thirst for strawberry milkshakes 
large, with a scoop of ice-cream daring to 
overflow — like your bloodlust and crazed love 
that push you away from everyone else, yet 
you’re fine with it, with all of it, letting us go 
since society hates, despises it even 


and now you look at me, recognition paling 
and charge, tears streaming 
a promise, and a friendship, thrown away, too 


and we stand, face-to-face, on opposite ends 
of a literal battlefield of lost memories 


can i not save you and them both? 


how did we end up like this? 
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The air is stormy 
Raindrops on fallen leaves 
Cozy AUTUMN eve 
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Falling Leaves 


by Anemone 


The hero reached for the top. 


Instead, he is more like when the leaves fall. 


Engulfed in flames, 
Clothed in hues of orange, yellow and red; like when leaves fall. 


As the seasons change, her hope is lost. 


Hanging by a thread, all leaves fall. 


The frost consumes her spirit, to shield her from the flame. 
She begins to lose her head, as the leaves fall. 


Emerald foliage overrun by rustingy decay. 


The boy fell on his knees, and pled, like when leaves fall. 


The son, a harvest of ambition, “with my blood, you will surpass me,” 
Roared the redhead, as the leaves fell. 


You reap what you sow. 


You only tried to get ahead. All things end, all leaves fall. 


His decline of mercy; a heart concealed by cobwebs. 
Forgiveness is long dead, just like when the leaves fall. 


Can you lose something that was never there? 


All those things left unsaid, when the leaves fall. 


Why can’t we just be a family? 
Forget those terrible roads we tread, as the leaves fall. 
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Lanterns, in their glory 
by Ardentknight 


Lantern dance in starlit breeze, 

Oh, gentle is the maiden‘s touch, 

Lights the wick with bloodstained hands, 
Soft be the flame of the departed. 


Soft be the flame of the departed, 

And slow be Harvest‘s call, 

Steady are the burning embers, 

The children cast shadows in their glow. 


The children cast shadows in their glow, 
While the shadows waltz in time, 
Phantom echoes of Phantom friends, 
Beyond the river the spirits lie. 


Beyond the river the spirits lie, 

Yet here these comrades reign, 

Air of whimsy tinged mad and broken, 
Amber reflections share haunting truths. 


Amber reflections share haunting truths, 
Be welcome, this festive night, 
Wild emerges from mischief unfolding, 


The graceful moon watches from afar. 


The graceful moon watches from afar, 
As soft be the flame of the departed, 
And children cast shadows in its glow, 
While beyond the river the spirits lie, 


But amber reflections share haunting truths. 


Mothers and sons 
by Ardentknight 


Two women walk beneath a canopy of trees 

The changing of the leaves like the crashing of the tide 
Parallel paths stitched with gold-lit sky and a sunbeam weaving 
through the history of their lives 

Always crossing never converging 

Two sets of footsteps filled with teardrops 

From sons 

From rage 

From reaching out to hide away 

The yellow of the leaves like the yellow on his skin 
Why won't he fit in? 


Why won't he give in? 

To society, to pressure building in his lungs to erupt in violet vitriol 
Your son loved my son 

Too young to know better 

Sugar sweet and soft like rain 

Dripping through the cracks of a broken system 

My son was not taught to handle pain 

Because I knew the intimacies 

of using force to stake a claim 

A mother can only temper so much shame 

When a boy can step on bodies and see nothing but the gain 


Two women walk under a meeting of tainted households 

Old seeds never watered stay buried in tombs 

Time can only mend so many wounds 

His heart‘s been pumping through the hole left by a gun 

But when the harvest comes to a close is the reaping finally done? 
Is it over? 

Is it settled? 

The ground can stop shaking now 


I couldn‘t protect him from my own biases 
But I have bloomed 

And I know better than to think he‘ll follow rules by the letter 
He'‘s been learning from the best 

Who's not me 

Who could not see the possibility to be 
Bruised and beat down 

Yet forged like steel 

Your son is still the sun in his eyes 

But I am more wary 

Stars burn hot and explode 


Stars burn hot and explode 

Yet share their light long before we know 
Intensity is written on his bones 

I have carved it into him like stone 

He has taken his wounds 

Inflicted and consumed 

And sculpted something new 

It is a work in progress 

It is worth in progress 

Incomplete, 


And hard with no enemies to defeat 

No villain but the pride he cannot beat 

But he can change it, take on new forms 

Like emerald fields that have been drowned by a storm 


Two boys are in orbit 

Spinning fast and inevitable 

But will the collision cause tragedy or pride? 
What's left inside is the fear of being electrified 
Of setting alight 

Of a campfire burning with all its might 


He is no longer cruel 

Flames taught him the power in warmth 

There is no forgetting 

but smoke conceals imperfections 

A ball of light can lead you astray 

Or guide you home 

You, who is so alone 

Meet me at this crossroads 

Let us generals dine and feast 

New treaties can be signed and hostile wars can be ceased 


Two women stroll side by side in autumn‘s breeze 

An echo of the journey their sons fail to walk with ease 

Separate yet intertwined 

The golden sun sinks into their being and gathers remnants of hope 
not yet extinguished 

Maybe, not yet, almost 

Hair of wheat and hair of grass 

A mirror of the season‘s past 

A conclusion and a start 

They exist, for one brief moment, in unison 
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intersection dp 
by Kiroiimye x 


It’s the idle smirk that catches Ochako’s attention, an expression 


she knows all too well, from years of observation and simply occupying 
the same space, and it’s that history between them that makes her hold 
her tongue. The lazy grin she sees now is not that confrontational 


distance from face to face, nor the opposing sides from her memories, 
but face to back, and she has to hold herself to keep from breathing, 


because what could she ever say? 


A single coffee shop, a shared space from one stranger behind her 
in line and the person she had known from over three years ago. Could 
they really speak? 


Ochako reaches out as he begins to walk away, her hand brushing 
his shoulder, and he turns. He’s everything she remembers and nothing 
familiar at the same time. The words hang on the tip of her tongue (“do 
I know youe’), but the light of recognition enters his eyes and it’s too 
late to back down. 


“Round Face.” His voice is gruff, as is one who has aged far 
beyond high school years and raucous swear words. Older, more 
mature, and she’s startled at the small, subtle change. 


“Hi Bakugou,” she says. “Good to see you.” 


“Can’t say the same,” he answers dismissively. “What’re you doing 
here?” 


“Getting coffee, obviously.” She doesn’t want to meet his eyes and 
it’s only happened once before; the first times had been intimidation 
from hardened crimson eyes. But as the years went on, she had grown 
past that stage; he was more a classmate than enemy. “Would you like 
to— 


“Nope.” It’s flippant, over-the-shoulder, but he makes no move to 
leave and Ochako can’t help but smile wryly. 


It’s the sort of thing he’d pull when they were younger. 


And so, Ochako throws all caution out the wind and grabs his arm, 
pulling him towards a nearby table. “C’mon Bakugou. Sit with me. We 
need to catch up anyway.” 


He scoffs, but follows along nonetheless, plopping down into the 
seat across from her. “Alright, you wanna talk. Don’t waste my time, 
Round Face,” he says sharply and Ochako can’t help but snort. 


“How are you doing?” she asks, pressing her elbows against the 
table to peer at him. He hasn’t changed much (appearance wise, but his 


voice is so much more different than she remembers), but she’s keen to 
know anything she could have possibly missed. “Hero work and stuff 
treating you well?” 


“As well as any. Shit load of work, but then again, isn’t 
everything?” His crimson eyes bore into hers, lazy and apathetic, as if 
he were a cat toying with a mouse. The ‘and you’ goes unsaid (it always 
has with him), and Ochako takes initiative to tell him about herself. 


“Hero work treats me well,” she says idly, leaning back against 
her chair. “Running my own agency is more than I expected, but 
it’s nothing I can’t handle!” She presses a smile to her face, hoping 
to relax the heavy tension surrounding Bakugou Katsuki. It works-- 


barely; the crease in his lips flattens and his folded arms drop. 


“Tch. We didn’t suffer through Aizawa’s lectures and Kaminari’s 
power shortages for you to chicken out right after we graduate,” 
Bakugou shoots teasingly. “Didn’t think you had the spine to keep 
going when it gets tough, Pink Cheeks.” 


He’s taunting her and they both know it, but she decides to humor 
him, hands fisting in her lap. “Well, it could be because I’ve changed a 
lot. Thought about that, Bakugou?” 


“Well, I didn’t think that little girl ever could. She had quite 
the stubborn streak in high school; proof of when we duked it out in 
our first year.” He’s a little warmer and playful, and it spurs her to 
continue their banter. 


“Oh, she’s still there. Just a little bit older now.” 


“Yeah? Glad to know all those years apart didn’t take the spunk 
outta her.” 


Their eyes meet, rounded brown on slitted red, daring each other 
to continue. It’s refreshing; Ochako’s never been too close to Bakugou, 
for their friend groups had pitted them on opposite sides and here they 
were, reminiscing in a cafe. When the barista calls their names, they 
both stand from their seats in unison. 


“T’ll get it,” she says before he can get a word out, and he chuckles, 
before sitting back down, all gait and cat-like elegance. A taunting 


grin plays on his lips, before he drags his gaze away to the light on his 
phone. 


“Be my guest then, Round Face,” is all he says. 


Turning away, Ochako shakes her head and retrieves their coffees. 
She stops by the counter for extra sugar for hers (not Bakugou’s, never 
Bakugou’s. From all those early mornings in the dorms before class, 
he’s always taken his coffee black), before returning to their table. By 
some miraculous sleight of the hand, he’s still scrolling his phone and 
he doesn’t look up when she pushes the cup towards him. 


“You're welcome,” she calls jokingly and his eyes snap up to hers. 


“You volunteered to get them; I don’t owe you any thanks,” he 
responds in his usual cut manner, before peering down at his cup and at 
her sugar packets. “You remembered.” 


“Remembered what? That you’re a demon who likes their coffee 
black?” she teases and he rolls his eyes, flipping her off. “Of course I 
remember; you almost killed Mina for dumping sugar into your coffee 
in our second year.” 


“She deserved it and besides, I’m the chef here. You have no taste.” 


“Uh huh. I don’t have taste, but you’ve kept the same tastes since 


high school, Bakugou.” 
He arches an eyebrow. “My tastes are fucking amazing, Roundy.” 


“Sure, sure. Because your tastes were fucking amazing when we 
did that barbecue and you burned the whole steak when Kirishima and 
Sero distracted you,” Ochako mocks. 


“T take back whatever the hell I said earlier. You haven’t changed 
since high school either,” he sneers without bite, before sipping his 


black coffee. 


A silence befalls them and they turn towards the windows of the 
homey cafe to overlook the autumn day. The landscape before them is 
a flurry of color; in all the brilliance of dancing fire and golden light. 
In stark contrast is the sky, a brilliant blue ocean in a backdrop of 
flame, dotted with white clouds. 


But the magnificent autumn is naught but a scene to only be taken 
by the blink of an eye, and Ochako finds herself drifting away and into 
her memories. Suddenly, high school doesn’t seem that long ago, and 
Ochako can see herself back in that dreamlike time (picnics with the 
class, sleepovers with Tsuyu, races through obstacle courses with fire 
and ice and electricity swirling all around). But the fantasy dissipates 
like a hazy mist and she finds herself back in the cafe, stunned with the 
realization that she’s a hero and nothing will ever be the same again. 


““Can’t ever be those dumbass high schoolers again, huh?” she 
whispers. 


“Never.” 


And it’s almost like the final word, the end to U.A. years, for they 
stand at the same time and raise their hands in farewell. 


“T’ve got someone to meet,” she says, feeling her lips upturn at the 
thought, at the same time he says, “Got some dumbass friends to meet.” 


They share a smile, before turning away, backs towards one 
another, and exit the cafe from opposing sides. 


Poem 1 
by Ricky 


A warm cup of tea sits in my hand, and I tremble. 

There are so many things -too many things that mean to harm me, 
how can I ever expect to face them all? 

Me, who could never compare, who will never be the focus of 
someone’s gaze. To face those, bent on harming others, those I love, 
those I need. 


Me, simple me. 


From places above, from a place of privilege, down and around and 
constantly having things being given to her. 

I am nothing extraordinarily, I am just blessed with a lovely quirk to 
help others. 

There are many, many others who have just the same, who work even 
harder, who keep themselves together so that 

your gaze is one of awe. 


How could I ever hope to 

Live up to the standards, 

the ones that are set for me? 
How could I ever hope to 

go beyond what is asked of me? 


The are too many who look down, who refuse to believe 

more, who don’t think I could ever hope to go far because, then again, 
I am just one in the group of women who 

want to succeed. 

Doesn’t everyone want to succeed? 

T want to become a hero. 

I want to save others, I want to be the face that people grow to rely on. 
I want to be a picture of hope. 

Am I enough for that? 

I try to remind myself That I am here, and I have made it this far. 
That I have earned my place, that I am a hero, that I can go beyond 
what I think. 


This is the life I chose. With goldenrod lettering, with uncomfortable 
staring, this is what I chose. 


I chose to help. 


I chose to serve. 

I chose this, and yet how can I say I can do it at all? 

How can I say I will save? Will help? Will make a difference. A smile 
flashes in my memory, slim hands and familiar faces resurface. 


The tea in my hand has cooled, and I take a sip. I can do it. 


I can do it all. 


Poem 2 
by Ricky 


They were dead. 
hands reaching out, 
a scream of terror 
The leaves were dead. 
hearing angry shouts, 
he didn't want to hurt anyone 
I stepped on them. 
the world crumbles under his hands, 
and his itch is finally gone 
The leaves made me itchy- 
prickling poking 


They were no better than twigs, so he stepped on them. 


I wasn’t itchy anymore. 


There was a new leaf now. 
experiments, malfunctions 
a quirk that dida’t exist 
I was itchy, but not because of this new leaf. 
alleyways, hooded men 
anew hunger 
It let me stomp on others as much as I wanted. 
screams, remembrance 
a cloak of hands 
Stomp the leaves that made me itch. 
SCYEAMING stomping 
Why did it still itch? 


How long has it been since I stomped on the leaves? 
we have a plan 
dont fail me 
How long has it been since that day? 
go to yuuel 
kill all might 
I am taller now. I have bigger feet. 
the students mean nothing 
stop the seed at its root 
The leaf tells me it’s better for me stomping. 


you have a beautiful quirk tonstta 


you can destroy it all Shigatekt- 


Why does it want me to? 


The air is cold. 

youll learn my name when i decide it’s important 
And T itch. 
these new recruits are important, don't kill them 
Sometimes I wonder why. 
ilove mister stainy! i want to drink his blood! 
But then I see it. 


stain had dv1Ve he had a philosophy 


I want to stomp it into the ground. 


The leaf is planning something. 

1 want the bakugou kid. 

It wasn’t acting like it used to. It made me itchy. 
you will grow to be my successor 

I didn’t stomp it though. I didn’t have to. 
goodbye, father 


Maybe it isn’t cold. But there are so many /eaves here- 


youre next 
Maybe I can find it to be like them. 


Leaves are useless things, aren’t they? 
They’re pretty, maybe. With fake smiles and happy suns. 
Except leaves don’t smile. 

(he still smiled.) 

I frown. 

The leaves were dead. 

That means they didn’t matter. 


(hana-chan! oneesan/) 
Maybe they did? 


( you can be a hero, tenko/) 


The air is frosty * 
Hot tea and spicy ginger 


Snow falls in WINTER 
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Now You Will See Me 


by Akabane Kayo 


Oh, so you‘re disappointed again with me? 
You think I could be better? I see. 

I‘m glad you finally stopped to notice 

But tell me, was I really that hard to miss? 


You keep asking me why I want to be one of the very best, 
And yet you demand me why I‘m not like the rest. 

What if I tell you right here, right now that I just don‘t know, 
Will you leave me alone and just go? 


You think I wanted to be this way. 

Just like this every night, every day? 

You know, I‘m starting to get real tired of this. 
Sometimes I think, maybe I‘ll just sink into a deep abyss. 


Disappear where no one can find me, 

Where no one can ever give me their pity. 

My small voice always drowned away by the crowd, 
Just for a moment, I wanted to talk out loud. 


And yet I don‘t want to be problematic 
So, I try my best not to panic 

Even when you all stopped noticing me, 
For I‘m turning transparent again, I see. 


But I won‘t let you stop me forever 

Not when I‘m finally piecing myself together. 
Even if you keep pulling me down, 

I won‘t let any of you keep me bound. 


I feel like every challenge, every task along the way 
Made me into the person I am today. 

I am stronger and wiser than I was before 

There is no one that can stop me, not anymore 


It doesn‘t matter what other people will say 

Because why should I care about them anyway? 

I know now that Im more than what I can do with my quirk 
So I won‘t let you tell me what I‘m worth 


For I will decide what I‘m going to be; 

I will decide because I know what‘s best for me 
It doesn‘t matter how long I need to wait 
Because I know Im not just going to break 


Even as the harshest winters come and go 

I know that at the end I will continue to grow 

One day, I‘ll grow into a hero Ive always wanted to be 
I will finally reach my goal and then you will see 


Winter Without You Is Coming 


by Akabane Kayo 


When the seasons start to change day by day, 

I try not to remember you and the things you used to say. 

Not now, when we can‘t go back to the way things were before 
Though I‘ll pretend I don‘t miss you. At least, not anymore 

Even when my mornings suddenly turn colder without you 
Remembering will only start making me feel blue. 

Whenever you used to wrap your arm around my shoulder, 

I always thought we could stay like that, in each other‘s arms forever. 
The electricity that runs inside my veins makes me feel numb to the 
cold. 

Holding on to those promises, that together we would grow old 

Or those that say that one day we would get to our happy end 

Until forever, with these feelings we couldn’t even begin to 
comprehend 

Though now I know that we just aren‘t meant to be 

Yet your messy hair and tired eyes are all I see 

Our happily ever after had to crash and burn 

Under the night skies where I just had to learn 


It finally dawned upon me that you really were gone 

So who knows when -and if- I could ever move on 

Could do nothing but hope to stay in my dreams for all of eternity 
Only because I know when I wake up, I couldn‘t accept the harsh 
reality 

My mornings will never be complete without you and those arms that 
made me feel safe and sound 

I don‘t even know how I would keep my feet planted on the ground 
Not when I crave your warmth at the middle of the night when I 
should be asleep 

Guess that just shows how I‘ve fallen for you too deep 

I keep thinking about the night we fought; the night i just let you walk 
away 

Maybe it would have been better if I had begged you to stay 

I‘m sorry that I only realized now that I can‘t live a life when we are 
forever apart 

So much pain and suffering will just keep breaking my heart 

So it makes me wonder how i didn‘t realize that it’s been a year since 
you've been gone 

You didn‘t make it easy for me to move on 

Oh how I hate that we can never see each other again. 

Under the night skies, I‘ve realized another winter without you had 


begun 


Frozen Lake 
by Freyja 


1: Slice 

i don’t like listening 

to the rules of others’ games 
and this goes for everything 
feckless, reckless, breathless 
soaring over ice as graceful as 
a falling feather, shooting star 
hot pink over burning glass 
the sound of my friends’ shouts 
stuffing my ears, slicing air 
filling my mouth 


2: Break 

i plunge into cold dark shattering 
limbs just like the ice i broke 

like the bones of so many before me 
mocking me for not listening 

water rushing where the voices 
once were. i sink, dragged deeper 
by my coat, down feathers turning to 
cement and feet useless in skates 
ankles stiff and blades slicing water 
eyes burning voice freezing 

useless 


3: Tug 

something is moving its shadow 

fast over the ice sun shining past 
closer to the shattered hole and 

he plunges in, deep to me and i thrash 
arms flailing lungs failing 

and he grabs me, arms strong where 
my body is weak, too cold against 
the burn of his blood 

he kicks up and something’s pulling 
him me us 

to the light out of 

the void, something i hadn’t cared 
to heed to deserve 

and my sight darkens darkens 

heads break water 

sight is gone 


4: Warmth 

my coat is gone no longer sinking but 
a new one is there 

heavy in its lightness on my shoulders 
crushing me with its care 

and arms sink on my shoulders 

and voices fill my ears again 

how are you doing 

is this 

warm 

enough 

i nod and my frozen curls crinkle 
crack as my rescuer ruffles my hair 
red eyes glaring at me, mouth 

soft 

and around me they all reach for 

me even as backs bleed and muscles 
ache. 


Kintsugi 
by Freyja 


noun - golden joinery 


The young boy is like a pot 

Fired too many times in the kiln, 
Useful on its own but its glaze 
Shook its ceramic down to the core, 
Too heavy for the delicate 

Sides and breaking into 

Jade green pieces. 


It is my Job to put 

Everything 

Back together, broken bones 

Muscles veins arteries 

Back together joined with golden scars 
Battle tissue 

And I send him out again on display 
And he returns, dropped and broken 
Again and again. 


These days he looks more gold 

Than jade and there are only 

So many times 

I can put him back together, 

More breakable than before as 

Pieces of him are lost to 

The ground, to fists, to blades, to fire 


That no one so young should ever face. 


Still, I take my time, piecing together 
The smallest of pieces, filling with 
Gold and firing, letting the cracks 
Shine, tell his story, do not 

Try and break him for he will 

Come back more beautiful, 

Unafraid, for you cannot break 

What is unbreakable. 


The pieces of ceramic burn stronger 
So strong they singed my fingers 
Melted my gold 

When I last repaired him 

And I know this is the power of the kiln 
Of training and battle 

Honing his glaze, his jade, 

His desire and belief 

And I know that, someday, 

He will no longer return for my 
Kintsugi. 


Steady, Suspend 


y Freyja 


It’s a suspension of disbelief 
Flying through air 

Through tension 

Fraught under the gaze of an arena. 


My smile is the same, 

Big and bold and 

Stretched, like my limbs 

Like my tape and I pull, I tug, I twist 


Until my elbows break. 


It’s a suspension of body 

As I hang broken 

Spent all I have 

Into one futile shining moment, blazing. 


I am steady, too steady 

But that’s what belief needs. 

One wrong move too fast, 

Too jerky, thrashing in a web of tape 


And the suspension breaks. 


After the Sports Festival 


reyja 


The ice won’t melt. 

It stands, impossibly brilliant and 
Impossibly, possibly bright 
Streaked with soot 

Glowing orange, red, yellow, 

Green reflecting, shattering scream, 
A shout to the heavens, hell, no one, 
No one and everyone watches. 


The ice won’t melt. 

Blast, blast, hand punching cold glass, 

Blood dripping down, down, red tracks in soot 
On translucence, on clear, breaths stirring 
And fogging the surface, steaming with 

Their heat. 


The ice won’t melt. 

He screams again. Once, twice. 

Three times. 

And again and again. His voice is hoarse. 
The ice is unwavering, unflinchingly cold 
Streaked black, like the remnant of 

A firework in the sky after the lights 


The sounds are gone. 


The ice won’t melt. 

His arms are spent. 

His voice is limp. 

He kicks the ice. 

He chokes a sob. 

The ice won’t fucking melt. 


Love, Momo 
by Freyja 


My love fills my veins and ribcage to the 
Brim 

So I let it spill out and out 

Into my hands, 

Let it sit, molten and burning 

Until it freezes, freezes solid 

And I know exactly what is 

Cupped in my palms. 


I put my frozen love into 

A box 

Wrapped as nice as 

You are beautiful. I let 

The paper shine, shine bright 
And the ribbon can barely keep 
My love from bursting out. 

I leave it at your fingertips. 


I am giving you a piece of 

Myself 

For you to do with as you please. 
Cradle it in your hands, let it 

Sear your skin pink, rub it into 

Every crevice, every nook and cranny. 
Let it seep through your pores, 
Through your bones, 

Let my heart reach yours. 


Resting in Winter 
by Wolfkeeper989 


Shouto had been surprised when his mother had caught up with him as 
he left the office that morning. He had snuck into the agency before 
the now distant sun rose behind the chilly overcast curtain of winter’s 
stage. He had been hoping to avoid the media vultures for a while. The 
whole incident was beginning to die down but, reporters haven’t found 
a new thing to chase yet so they were still plaguing him. 

He had come under fire due to an incident with his ice quirk. A child 
that he had rescued during a hostage situation, had been cut by his ice 
as he had frozen the villain holding her captive. But with the way the 
media had been carrying on, it seemed like Shouto had been the one 
threatening her life. Shouto had withdrawn into himself, half out of 
annoyance and half out of guilt. The annoyance had drained fast given 
that there had been push back from heroes, civilians and the victim 
herself. 

But the guilt had stubbornly remained. 

Guilt was very much a part of who he was and who he had been before 
UA and Izuku. Guilt and self recrimination had been fused to his 
psyche like permafrost since childhood. The only changes had been 


that the anger that he covered it all with like shifting soil had been 
stripped away by time and support. But the rest of his emotional 
malease was left exposed, the layer growing thicker and deeper with 
every failure. 

So, when he had slunk out the back door and found his mother waiting 
for him nestled in the tan coat he had bought her for her birthday last 
year, he had been surprised. Her hair glistening much like the snow on 
the ground. Her eyes warmer than a hearth fire and her smile subdued 
like sunlight filtering through clouds. She immediately pulled him 
into a hug, wrapping her arms around his neck. He eagerly returned it, 
the lump of dirty ice that had been sitting heavy in his stomach slowly 
melting away. 

“Good morning, mom. What are you doing here? Especially, this 
early?” he breathed as they released one another, the warmth from 
their loving contact stubbornly refusing to leave, despite the chill in 
the air. 

“Well, since you have been avoiding everyone, they sent me to see if I 
could coax you out from your hiding place,” she said, teasing only a 
little. Shouto sighed. He should have known that his loved ones would 
not allow him to sulk for too long. He was surprised that Izuku hadn’t 
come looking for Shouto himself yet. 


“T see,” he muttered, casting quick glances about as he looked for 
possible media presence. 

“Come... walk with me,” his mother said, moving towards the road. 
Her tone one only mothers seemed to possess. A timbre that carried a 
command wrapped in fond suggestion, like a pragmatic gift. Shouto 
follows along in her wake, ever obedient to her will. There are no 
words exchanged between them as they walked. The trees have been 
divested of their old gowns of auburn and gold. Stripped to their 
bare essentials while they repose in winter’s cool grasp. The ground 
slumbered beneath a glittering blanket of frost stuffed with snow and 
dew. 


“Winter is beautiful, I used to not see it that way,” she spoke after a 
moment. Shouto looked at her confused as they wandered the park’s 
sidewalk they ended up on. It was such a random observation. But he 
glanced around him, noting that the world glittered around him was 
beautiful in a harsh way. The refraction of the little light that was 
present made the snow shine like diamonds. The air was still and quiet, 
unnervingly so. Unlike the other seasons, there was no leaves for the 
wind to rustle and play in. No birds calling in the trees, most of the 
animals and insects that shuffled in the grass had been chased into their 
burrows by the cold. 


“What do you mean?” he asked, pulling his own blue coat a little 
tighter as he upped the temperature of his left side a bit. 

“When I was still... in the hospital... I used to resent winter. It was 
cold and bleak. Lonely.” she said softly after a moment. “But then, 
my therapist reminded me that winter is often meant to be a time of 
rest. The Earth rests until spring. Humans have their own winters too, 
but we try to power on through instead of resting. And you my little 
busybody are always going...” Shouto blinked. 

“Mom!” he huffed, flushing in mild embarrassment. “I am not!” 

“Ok, fine... you are just a bg busybody now,” her giggles crystalizing 
into ethereal wisps of frost as they tip from her lips. Shouto can’t help 
but smile back, feeling as buoyant as one of snowflakes being carried 
along on the air around them. It was starting to flurry. “But Shouto, it 
is important to rest in your life and in your situations, because fighting 
it does you nothing but harm.” she warned. Shouto blinked. 

“That was an abrupt change in subject,” Shouto blurted, his breath 
leaving him in a burst of frost like trailing smoke from one of 
Bakugou’s explosions. 

“You are still fighting yourself over this little girl,” his mother said. 
The words were crisp and solid. There was no room for doubt, a 
weighty fact. An idea that Shouto would never be able to dissuade her 
of. His mind eagerly raced back to that day, painting the image of a 


blood stained pink top onto his mind’s eye. He shook the image from 
his head. 

“Yes... I, I feel I should have been more careful. I am usually so in 
control of my ice. But this time I...” he stopped. His words frozen in 
his throat, every breath scraping down his throat. 

“You saved a little girl’s life and she doesn’t even have a noticeable 
scar,” his mother finished. 

“T know that but it could have been so much worse,” he protested. 
“But it wasn’t,” 


“But,” 

“Don’t do this to yourself, don’t start doubting. You are a wonderful 
young man with a good heart. Don’t let those attention seeking 
vultures make you question that!” she whispered, the words fierce and 
biting. 

“But I hurt...” 

“You saved her!” insisted his mother. “You saved her life with your ice, 
it was unfortunate that she had been a hostage in the first place. But 
she could be dead if you hadn’t acted. He was planning to run off with 
her...” Shouto wanted to argue, but she was right. The girl would have 
been in far dire straits if he had not gotten her free. 


“Ok, I did, but why doesn’t it feel like it?” Shouto asked. His mother 
looked at him with a sad smile. 

“Because you are a winter child trying to be a spring child,” she 
replied. “Winter is about enduring and resting in where you are...” 
Shouto blinked. 

“But how will I get better if I don’t push myself to be better... better 
than him? Than hurting civilians?” he pleaded. 

“By continuing to learn and doing your best...” she continued, like it 
was the most obvious thing. 

“That is what I am trying to do...” he hissed from behind his teeth. 
Like a cold wind through bare branches. 

“You are punishing yourself, enduring it as you always do instead of 
resting on the fact that the child was saved and that you will have a 
chance to do better in the future.” she said, tone reproachful. 

Shouto was silent after that, maybe... she had a point. 


Snow 
by Calucadu 


You made winter my favourite season 
You filled it with colour and warmth 
The normally so dull and cold 
So lonely and forlorn 
You managed to make good. 

And for this reason, 

It now reminds me of you. 

Who would have imagined 
That someone so full of light, 

So happy and pure 
Could remind me of snow. 

But you do. 

It’s the perfect metaphor, snow, 
White and special, 

Before people step on it, 

Like a hero crushed under the weight of fame. 
But there’s one thing 
I hope you know 
You'll never have in common with snow. 


Snow can be dirtied 
Washed away 
You’ll live on forever 
Come what may. 

And whenever I see snow, 
I think of you. 

Of your smile 
Of how strong you are. 
How you’ve never let anything pull you down, 
You fought for everything 
And you won each round. 
You’ve always been 
So much better than me. 
But now that I’m alone 
And I have time to reminisce 
I think about you 
About what you’re doing 
I hope you’re fine 
I hope you’re coping. 

I want to see your smile 
I want to hear your voice 
Your words comforted me 


When I thought all was lost. 


You never let me fall, 
You always had my back 
And when I was at my worst 
You gave me your hand. 
You saw me as your equal, 
I was your partner. 
I wasn’t just a silly girl to you, 
Because you helped my dreams come true. 
You’ve always been unbreakable, 
You’ve always been so strong. 
I’ve admired you for so long 
I never imagined we could be a team 
I never thought you’d pick me. 
But you saw what was special in me 
And made it perfect for you. 
And unlike snow, 

You never let anything wear you down. 
I admire that about you the most. 
Probably because it’s what I lack. 
You knew, that’s why you told me 

That I should fight back. 
You complemented me 
With your need to protect 


And you saw in me 
What others thought made me weak. 
But you always knew 
I'd make it 
And thanks to you, 
I did. 

As snow falls around me 
And another year comes to pass 
All I can do is remember you 
And wish you the best. 
Thanks for being my partner, 
Thanks for being my friend, 
Thank you for being you, 
Red Riot. 

You'll be the best. 
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